KHYBER  TO  LUNDI   KOTAL   113
blue eyes and others have black hair and olive complexions, while others again are all brown and chocolate. I get the general impression that these men of the road are a splendid people, who hold themselves erect, look you straight in the eye, and walk with a fine proud, swinging gait. Our car brings temporary confusion to more than one caravan, and there is a wild stampede of ponies to the side of the road as we approach. The drivers take it with perfect courtesy and good-humour, and set themselves to push the great camels aside to make room for us. Pushing a camel is apparently the only means of altering its course, and when several hundred have to be pushed it requires an enormous aggregate effort on the part of the drivers. To be seated in a car entirely enveloped in a Khyber caravan is to enjoy one of the most delightful moments of Eastern travel.
The    traveller   for   curiosity   is    usually